From Troitsko-Savsk the Baron was taken under escort
to Verkhm-Udmsk He was driven in a carnage through
the town, which was bedecked with red flags For a
moment or two Ungern played with the idea of jumping
out He glanced at his guardians None of them was look-
ing at him But the street was swarming with soldiers
and peasants The prisoner changed his mind The
passers-by were even more dangerous to him than his
escort
At Verkhm-Udmsk, Ungern was subjected to another
interrogation He had a third at Irkutsk From there he
was taken to the prison in Nobo-Sibirsk, which at that
time was still known as Nobo-Nikolaievsk
In his cell he never once thought about the prison in
Dauna He spent all day squatting m a corner, wrapped
in his yellow silk Mongol robe His fate did not interest
him particularly At the age of thirty-five Genghis Khan
had not yet conquered either Asia or Europe. The struggle
was simply broken off
Ungern answered the questions which were put to him
wearily, indifferently The walls of his cell let subdued
sounds filter through Sometimes voices reached his ears
from outside One morning there was singing in the
streets But nothing could rouse Ungern from his torpor
Time went by. The Baron could not have said whether
he had been there for a week or a month. One day he
thought it was snowing He remembered that it was the
month of September The winter would take two good
months to confuse the tracks in the forest But the irreg-
ulars had nothing to fear By this time, in fact, there were
no irregulars left.
Ungern scarcely listened when they came and told him
that his trial would take place on September 15
The court-room of the Supreme Court of Siberia was
crowded long before the time Thousands of people were
packed on the seats on the floor of the room, m the
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